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VICTOR HUGO’S GREAT ROMANCE, 
HANS OF ICELAND; or, The Demon of the North. 


By the author of “‘ Les Miserables,” ‘‘ Notre Dame de Paris,” etc. Price, Paper Covers, 50 cents; Cloth Covers, 75 cents. 
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VANITY FAIR. 





ASTOUNDING 
SOUTH-SEA 
ADVENTURES. 


66 Out GANZA ; or, The Flying 
Islands.” —This ig the title 
of a most allurieg story. just opened in 
“ WiLkes’s Sprxit OF THE Times,” The hero, 
ay 
rate, then becomes a captive among the 
tribes in Africa, and finally is shipwrecked, 
alone, against a desolate and ro k-bound 
loadstope isiand, far away in the South 
Seas, and tiil then undiscovered. The work 
enchains the attention at the outset. and 
the style—which is not unlike that of Gil 
Bilas—is so familiar and so fine that as we 
read we contiauaily fancy we recognize an 
old acquaintance. The end of the fourth 
chapter leaves the hero avout landing upon 

e upknown coast, to follow the flight of 
some strange birds, in whore craws he has 
discovered a sparkling sand or gravel, 
which turns out tobe diamond, Unies: we 
are much mistaken. we trace in the best 
pa es the marksofafamiliarhand. The 
following concluding sentence of the fourth 
chapter is a good >pecimen of the interest 
which pervades the story. and also of the 
style :—"" My world mixht be said to be 
within the buiwarks of that ship, for the 
sec pe atm outside: bservations was limited 
indeed, There was nothing but the black 
sky overhead. and the black frow. ing rock, 
mocking me with the hi eous staio of Ba- 
bio’s body, «nd rising perp neicularly from 
the ocean without au inch of beach, or sand, 
or shore ; nay, 4.0t even so much level space 
between it ani the unfati-omubie flood as 
would give rest to a bird’s foot. And it 
seems to stretch away in this same cheer- 
less and forbiad:ng barrier for miles, on ei- 
ther side. and save in a prcaliar kind of 
bird, which had, on two or three occasions, 
hovered near theship, | have every reasen to 
believe that theinner island was uninhabit- 

Perc:iving one day that these land: 
hirds came nearer to tue vessel than usual, 
I took a fowling-piece and brought one 
down. I found it to be somewhst larger 
than a pigeon. ef a silver-gray color, with 
black shoulders to its wings, and a crowning 
spot opon its head, of the brightest yellow. 
I coula not he'p reproaching myself for its 
pangs, as I admired its plumage; but being 
more anxious to know all about this os 
other air-bre thirg inhabitant of my dull 
universe. I p!ucked it of its feathers. and 
made a thorough examination of its system. 
Judge, then, U reader, my surprise, when, 
instead of the usual) gravel which is found in 
the craws of birds, | discovered its croup to 
be filled with -parsling sand, which, on ex- 
amination with a magnifying giass, I de- 
tected infaliibly to be minute particles of 
nothing less than diamonds T1.1s discovery 
exhilarated m- beyond measure, anu I fan- 
cied if 1 couid but eff ct a taudiog upon the 
rock, and trace these birds by their flight 
to their regular abiding place:, 1 should nnd 
deposits of these gems in larger size, and 
perhaps other precious stones, in great 
abuneanee. 

“*Who knows,’ said I to myself, ‘but 
Providence m:y have sent me here for some 

se purpose, and may yet permit me to 
leave this wretchedspo.? Indue ime Ican 
construct a saiiboat out of the inner wood- 
work of this smp, for which the reck will 
have but small attractivn,and bearing to 
the north under a tavorable wiud, I may 
once again reach the ovean paths of com- 
merce and be picked up and taken home. In 
the mean time | will take the boat I have, 
and, When no sweli sets in shore, will coast 
along the rock and see 1! I cannot fiad some 
little cove or bay.’ 

* Filled wi'h this parp»se, I could scarcely 
sleep that night, aud when | did my visions 
were of my silver birds, who came to me 
constantly with diamonds in their beaks, | 
which they dropped upon my bosom” | 





two days afterwaids Cal Ganz+ sets out | Poyr 
| Five “ “ “ee 


in his boat, laden with ali the articles which 
can contribute to a Kubinson-Crusoe life, 
and, after suiling a week without discover- 
ing alandiug piace. he finds his boat drawn 
irresistibly by a powerful curr. nt iato a 
dark cavelike guif, where he disappears. | 

The remaiuder of this extraordinary story 
will be found continurd in this day’s (Tues- 
days’s) issue of WILK Bs SPIRILE OF THE | 
TIMES, and there continued to 

THE END. 





JUST PUBLISHED, 


12mo, price 50 cents, free by mail on receipt 
of the price, 


ADVICE TO A MOTHER 


ON THE 


MANAGEMENT OF HER OFFSPRING IN 
INFANCY, CHILDHOOD AND YOUTH. 


BY PYE HENRY CHAVASSE, M D, 


“This little volume anuswers over three 
hundred questions, which none but a mother 
would think of aski g, conce nipg the man 
agement of « hild:en from birth tul they ar- 
rive at the age of puberty. If we mistake 
not, the informa:ion conveyed covers all the 
cases that can, by any possibility, arise 
respecti g the nuwerous ills that lie in wait 
for children The bvok is written iv « popa- 
lar style, and «annot but prove acceptable 
to mothers and nurses.” 


BAILLIERE BROTHER, Publishers, 
440 Broadway, N. Y. 


BoRER’sS BiITTEeRS, 


© FAVORABLY KNOWN IN THIS COTNTRY SINCE NEARLY 
thirty-three years, are now, from the continual confidence gained in their most careful prepa- 
ration of large quantities at regular periods, if at all 1 ossible, better in quality than ever be- 
re. They are confidently and sincerely «ffcred to the public as the best of all really pure Bitters ; 
as the MOST PLEASANT CORDIAL of its kind in all its varied »pplications ; and, finally, as a truly 
VALUABLE MEDICINE AND STIMULANT in all cases of compleint connected wiih the stomach cr the 
nervous system. so prevaient during the summer and fall seasons 
To prove these ass- rtions, all that is asked is a fair trial and comparison with any other article 
sold in the market under the name of BrrrErs. 
on™ sale ty grocers and druggists generally, and with a liberal discount to the trade, by the 


L. FUNKE, Jr., 66 Liberty Street. 
_N.B—Beware of Counterfeits and Imitations similarly put up, and see that the name and 
signature of the oid firm of “ Joun G. & J. BoKER” be on the labels, and their seul on the corks, 





GUPTA-PERCILA 
CEMENT, 
For preserving new 


and repsiring 
LEAKY METAL 
ROUFs 
of every descrip- 
tion: will not 
crack in cold or run 
in warm weather, 


on an on Agents Wanted. 
durable. TERMS CASH. 

OHNS & CROSLEYW’S AMERICAN CEMENT GLUE, 

FOR CEMENTING WOOD, LEATHER, GLASS, IVORY, CHINA, MAR- 

BLE, PORCELAIN, ALABaSTER, BC.NE, CORAL, etc., etc., the only article of the kind ever pro- 
duced which will withstand water. Liberal Terms to Wholesale Dealers. 

Price, - - = - - = == = = = = = = = = 25 Cents. 
JOHNS & CROSLEY, Sole Manufacturers, 
Wholesale Warehouse, 87 William st., cor. Liberty. 


Vanity Pau. 
COMMENCEMENT OF THE SIXTH VOLUME, 


——_—$_<g—____ 


IMPROVED 
Gutta-Percha 
CEMENT 
ROOFING. 
TT IS WATER PROOF AND 
COSTS ONLY ABOUT 


ONE THIRD AS 
MUCH AS 





SSSTRRERSAN 
CHEAPEST and\ CEWEW ROWE AO 


most DURABLE 
ROOFING in use, 
JOHNS & CROSLEY, 
SOLE MANUFACTURERS, 
78 WILLIAM ST., 
(COR. LIBERTY 8T.), 


WEW YORK. 





Roofs of ail kinds 
and sent to al 
parts of the coun- 
try with full di- 
rections for use, 
Send for a Circular 











The First Number of the Sixth Volume of VANITY FAIR was issued 
July 5th, and with it we decided upon the discontinuance of all 
Premiums, preferring to give our Subscribers the advan- 
tage of the difference we have consequently 
made in our rates. 


TERMS OF SUBSCRIPTION. 
PAYABLE INVARIABLY IN ADVANCE. 


One Copy, per mail, one year, - - - - 
Five Copies to Club, one year, (and one to Agent,) - 
City Subscribers, by Carrier, one year, - - - 


Single Copies, - » . . 
Subscribers in Canada and British Provinces must remit fifty cents extra to cover postage. 
WOW wTib Powis Se 


Single Volume, post-paid, - - - - - = ma 
‘Two Volumes and Copy of Paper for one year, (books prepaid only,) 


| Three 


“ “ “ 
“ee “ “ss 


to California, Be 


‘Three 


Remittances must be made in United States Notes, Gold, New-York or Eastern Currency, 
or other Currency at New-York par. 


In submitting this low rate of terms to the public, the publisher trusts he will be liberally respond- 
ed to throughout the country, by all of those who feel an interest and pride ia sustaining this 


Wational EXumorous Paper, 
WHICH IS NOW PRONOUNCED BY THE MOST COMPETENT JUDGES, TO BE 


WitTtHOUT A RIVAL. 


$< —_—_ 


ARTEMUS WARD, 
MAC ARONE, 
ETHAN SPIKE, 


And the long list of JESTERS and PHILOSOPHERS who have made their mark in VANITY FAIR 
as GENIAL AMERICAN HUMORISTS, will still conti.ue with us, having been specially engaged for 
this paper. while its columns will be graved as heretofore with original e. gravings by our UNAP- 
PROACHABLE ARTPISTS. 

Not). ing borrowed, sto'«n or copied, ever appears in VANITY FAIR, but the entire contents of 
every number are OKIGINAL, beirg prepared for it only. 

Now is the time to subscribe at the commencement of the New Volume. 

Seal all letters securely, and address plainly to 


LOUIS H. STEPHENS, Publisher for Proprietors 
No. 116 Nassau Street, New-York. 
SPECIAL NOTICE.—Postmasters and others will oblige us by acting as Agents. A 


Specimen Copy wiit o- sent free on application. Any Agent sending Club of Fivemay retain 
$léf he should prefer to do so, instead of receiving Copy of Paper We should like to have 





an agent in every Town and Viliage throughout the Lount,y. Send for Specimen Copy. 

















Published by Louis H, Srepuans, for the Proprietors, at 116 Nassau Street, N. Y. 


| toway’s Pills and Ointment, 


J. H. JOHNSTON & co, 


150 Bowery cor. Broome, 


NEW-YORK, 


Offer at war prices their stock of fine 


GOLD & SILVER WAICHES, 


y 


Rich Jewelry and Diamonds, Sterling Silver 
are of every Design and Pattern, and fine 
Plated Ware of our own manufacture, (uy 


Ice-Pitchers — Ice-Pitchers — Ice. 
itchers 


are of the newest and best styles, and sel. 
ing faster han ever. 
edding and Visiting Cards, Card Al. 
bums, Hair Jewelry, etc , etc 
Watches and Jewelry repaired. 


Artemus Ward 


HIS BOOK. 
JUST PUBLISHED 


All the rich things that have ever been 
written by the renowned humorist, “ Arte 








mus Ward,” collected in one elegant volume, 
with numerous comic illustrations by our 


best artists. Price, One Dollar. 


«*« Copies sent by mail, posTaGe Frex, on§ 
receipt of Price, by CARLETON, Publisher, 
413 Broadway, New-York. 


JOSEPH GILLOT’S 
STEEL PENS OF THE OLD 
STANDARD QUALITY, 


For sale by al! Stationers throughout the 
United States, and to the trade at the 
manufacturer's warehouse, 


91 JOHN STREET, NEW-YORK. 
Henry Owen, Agent 
Beautiful Micro 
SCOPE FOR 28 VENTS 
(S8pecie,) magnifies 500 times ; 5 of differen’ 
powers for $1. ee ace Address, 
. i BD VEN 


Box 220, Boston, Mass. 

‘olar Matches: Con: 

TAIN NU SULPHUR; HAVE 

no unpleasant Smell when burning ; areth 

safest to use; as cheap as Sulphur Matches 

warranted to stand heat or damp bette 

than any other. Patented. Sold evel 
where. 

SOLAR MATCH CO., 
101 and 103 Beekman Street, New-Yor 


HDGE’S 
Hirst Premiun 
Hireworks. 
None Genuine without our Trad 


Mark. 


J. G. & I EDGE, 
Depot, No. 37 Maiden Lane. 


City displays at short notice. | : 
Country jobers and dealers invited to! 
g# ect. 


H ow to Catch Fish 0 
all kinds as fast as you @ 
pick them up. Sent free 


G. G. BERRY, ; 
' North-Strafford, . 


Magic Ciga 
The Mass. = 


, ete., sent for $l by 
es ys BERRY. North Strafford, N. 


Qoldiers’ Special Nd 
Woldiers Spe ’ 


TICE. —DO YOUR Leg SE 
Protect your health. wou 
Sores, Bowel ¢ omplaints aud Fevers © 
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cents. 


yourselves 


Oo! 
210 











ces 








$ 
OLD 
Y, 


out the 
at the 


cro 





ited to i 


sh c 


you Ci 








ord, N, 


iga 














ord, N. 


1 Noy 
cTY 7 
~ Use ii 
r Woun 














TT: 2 


ViZ 
sang tibet 


ff 


Ar the risk of being considered egotistical, we must request the affable reader to congratulate us on the facts 
that we have brought our publication successfully through five volumes, that here we are again with our Preface 
to a Sixth, and that we still retain possession of our scalp. We feel rather pleased than otherwise about the safety 
of our scalp, because we have had reason, for some time past, to suspect the existence of a cabal organized for the 
purpose of depriving us of that valuable ornament. 

During the last six months we have received several bushels of anonymous letters, expressing the most exag- 
gerated hatred, intensified abhorrence, and unmitigated malevolence toward us. Several thousands of these epis- 
tolarians—or pistolarians, if we must have our little joke—assume that the Mayor of Timbuctoo is the principal 
stockholder of Vaniry Farr, and that our mission is to vindicate the traffic in black chattels, here, for his benefit. 
About eleven hundred of our communicants are so peculiar in their ideas of grammatical construction, that we ex- 
perienced considerable impossibility in the interpretation of their favors; we can make out, however, that they in- 
tend to kill us unless we dissolve partnership with the Timbuctoo man, and take the Editor of the Tribune into our 
confidence instead. Nearly all of the communications received by us on the subject in question, appear to ema- 
nate from lunatics connected with the so-called “ abolition press,” from the fact of their being more or less unintelli- 
gible to persons actuated merely by principles of common sense. 

Now, to all these mild advancers of our national difficulties, we take the liberty of defining our position as 
follows :— 

We think that the Nation is, at present, of more consequence than the Negro: that the glory of the former 
should be considered in preference to the glorification of the latter, and that all the gammon preached about imme- 
diate emancipation is a dodge for bringing political capital to the miners of the black-diamond. 

We consider that the so-called “ abolition” journals are, for the most part, traitors to their country and abettors 
of treason, their energies being very generally directed to the purpose of tripping up President Lixcoxy, by digging 
trap-holes in the field over which he and his Right-hand Man are steadily advancing to v ictory. 

We insist that nothing sensible was ever suggested on the subject of abolishing slavery, until President Lry- 
COLN issued that message to Congress containing his famous Dissolving View, or gradual emancipation policy. 
Our duty be it to uphold that policy, which we think we can best effect by slashing and cutting around with a two- 
edged weapon amid the tumultuous throng of soi-disant “ abolitionists,” who object to the abolition of slavery by 
gradual process, because that is the only way in which it is ever likely to be abolished. 

Rabid Abolitionists will please take notice. 

As regards our relations with Foreign Powers, we mean to pay the latter every little delicate attention in our 
line, so long as they keep “ on the square” with us. President Lrxcon has just inaugurated this policy by present- 
ing the King of Denmark with a pistol. Our tomahawk is burnished and at hand, ready for heaving, should a ne- 
cessity for elevating the hatchet arise. 

European Powers will please take notice. 

And the affable reader will please take this record of our sentiments as an absolute platform, based wpon the great 
cientific principle of “'The Union First.” 
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CABINET CONVERSATION PIECES. 
No. 6. 


Scenr.—An Arbor inthe Garden of the White House. The PrestpEent 
discovered, reclining at full length upon a very long, rustic bench. 
The SEcRETARY OF State, Secretary or War, and General Ports, 
seated upon rustic seats. A rustic side-board, upon which stand 
two silver-hooped pails, one containing lemonade, the other sherry 
cobbler. 


President.— Rather hot to-day—eh ? 

Sec. of State.—You scarcely characterize the incandescence with 
your usual vigur, sir. Were I given to be profane, I should be almost 
tempted to stigmatize the temperature as the Pastor of Piymouth 
a Brvoklyn, once did from the pulpit, when he said: “Its 

? 

President.—You need not repeat that little anecdote, Mr. Sewarp. 
I have made use of it myself over a dozen time, and always with mark- 
ed and flattering success, It is quite possible that I may again have 
recourse to it while mingling with the festive throng this evening, 
and I would not, therefore, have its edge turned by too frequent 
repetition. 

Sec. of State—I resign it willingly, sir—it comes better from a 
Western man than from one accustomed to the repose that character- 
izes the people among whom I was brought up. 

President.—It does, sir. Ladle me out some of that lemonade. 
sone do you think of the English view of Burter’s No. 28—eb, 

OPE ? 

Gen. Pope.—They don’t seem to have a very clear view of things 
over there, somehow. Old Patmerston does Bunspy with remarka- 
ble power, though. His opinion on the matter amounts to about 
this: “If so be as General Picayune did order the ladies of the Or- 
jeans dyuasty to be locked up in the same caboodle with the New- 
York Water Zouaves, I think the sooner we stick an emperor upon 
the Throne of the Pocahontases the better for the Argentine Re- 
public,” 

Sec. of War.—I think those were his very words: they made a great 
impression ou the employés in my Department, who took a holiday, 
in order to evjoy them better. 

_President.—We must respect Lord Patmerston’s feelings, sir, how- 
ever, as well as those of the Nineteenth Century : they are both very 
old. When I say the feelings of the Nineteenth Century, I only 
quote an English Member of Parliament, Mr. Grecory, who says 
that they have been outraged by Ben Burter’s No, 28. 

Sec. of State-—Has the British Government ever called for infor- 
mation about the prevailing fashion at the South with regard to bone 
jewelry—human bone? 

President.—Not that we hear of, sir. Not much. 

Sec. of State.—1 think, now, that out of regard for the feelings of the 
Nineteenth Century, Mr. Grecory should move for an inquiry into 
that bone business. If some people must poke their noses into other 
people’s affuirs, they ought, at least, to be consistent. 

President.—Sir, that is not the bone of contention they want to 
pick with us. 

Gen Pope.—What do you think of Persteny’s visit to England, 
sic? 

President.—I think there is a Persignificance connected with it. 
Twenty years ago I was-acquainted with a Frenchman out in Lilinois 
who used to catch prairie-chickens by dropping sealing-wax on to 
their feet. It remains to be seen whether Louis NaPoLEon’s sealing- 
wax isn’t too much for Joun BULL’s red tape. 

Sec. of State.—The great TALLEYRAND once told me that he could 
lead Joun Bout anywhere with a piece of red tape run through his 
nose. 

Gen. Pope.—It’s high time we put away our red tape, so far as 
military matters are concerned. I wouldn’t destroy it, however, if 
only on account of it’s Leading characteristics. 

President.—Give Pore another cobbler. That was a first-rate pun. 
How do your shoulders feel with the three army corps upon them, 
Geveral? Feel \ike carrying out a Stone-Wall as well? 

Gen. Pope.—lI feel as irisky as CeRBeRUS could ever bave done, 
sir, and iutend to get over that Stone-Wall, if I have three heads to 
carry. 

Sec. of State—Was General Scorr taken much by surprise, when 
you so suddenly beat up his quarters at West Point, President? 

President.—No, sir; the comely old Tower to which you refer was 
never taken by surprise—and I should like to see you try to blow it 
up. He shouted with all the force of twenty when he saw me com- 
ing up the hill, and waved his Panama hat. 

All,—Long may he wave! 

Gen. Pope.—-What are you going to do this Fourth of July, Mr. 
Lincotn? Have you laid in your stock of fire-works for the occa- 
sion ? 

President.--For this Fourth of July, sir, I rely a good deal for my 


| 
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fire-works upon you and your three armies. The Confederates are 
confidently stated to be short of victuals, and I think it would be only 
humane of you to supply them with Crackers for so great an occa- 
sion. 

Gen. Pope.—And JACKSON will doubtless try to save his own ba- 
con for the celebration of the same festivity. But he may find all 
his fat in my fire, though. 

President.—-F \\l up your cobblers there, and pick fresh straws. I 
want you to imbibe a health to George MCCLELLAN. 

Sec. of War.—Won’t you drink to him yourself in something 
stronger than iemonade, sir? 

President.—That is my business, Mr. Stanton. You didn’t always 
give him any stronger aid yourself than lemonade, when you might 
have done it. 

Sec. of State—How sharp that wit! The lightning of sarcasm 
never appears more brilliant than when it flashes from a Western 
Blade! Here’s to McCLELLAN! 

All.—McCuetian! MoC.eian! 

President.—Well doue, my boys!—there was a fine sherry flavor in 
that ’ere shout. 

Gen. Pope.—Did you sport any of that sherry upon the Progressive 
Frieuds when they called upon you the other day, President ? 

President.—Nary. Do you suppose I don’t know what sort of 
vessels good wine ought to go into? 

Sec, of State.—I should like to have seen Nout JOHNSON put 
through a course of these cobblers; wouldn’t he have toted the other 
old woman around! 

President.—It would not have been hospitable, sir; neither would 
it have been dignified. I was once present at the performance of a 
piece called “The Serious Family,” and it was humiliating to behold 
the manner in which some very respectable elderly Quakers forget 
themselves under the excitement of a worldly and rather unseemly 
dance. O-h-h-h! 

Sec. of State.—What an excellent comedian you would have 
made, Mr. Lincotn! That long-drawn, tabernacular groan was wor- 
thy of the late lamented Burton, while in towering stature and mo- 
bility of feavures you somewhat remind me of the lately departed Sir 
Wiiam Don. 

President.—“All the world’s a stage,” remember, and I have some- 
how seen a good deal of it, both behind and before the foot-lights. 

Sec. of State.—If I might be so bold as to make the remark, sir, 
you came within a very few inches of being one of the seven-foot- 
lights of it your-elf. 

Gen. Pope-—Were you ever out in a boat with Mr. Sumner, Pre- 
sident? 

President.—Not any, sir. I once came down with a happy family 
on a raft, though. It was ona branch of the Red River. There had 
been a fire in the woods, which drove the wild creatures to the watery 
element, and when I woke up in the morning there was a catamount, 
two alligators, a yearling buffalo, a she-bear with two cubs, nine mud- 
turtles, a gopher, and several large snakes of remarkable and elegant 
patterns on board with me. 

Sec. of State—Aud did you have a pleasant time with them, sir? 

President.—No, sir; I am particular about my company, especially 
snakes. Seeing they came to stay, I made short work in getting rid 
of them, though. 

Sec. of State-—Drew a bead on ’em and pulled fire ? 

President.—No, sir. I drew my boots on, firet. Then I swam 
ashore and skedaddled into the next State. 

Gen. Pope.—But I don’t see the association between that adven- 
ture and Mr. SUMNER, sir. 

President.—I never said I had any‘association in the quarter just 
mentioned by you, sir. I know my own business best. 

Sec. of War.—Yet there is a fiue, weird, and if I may say it, A‘sop- 
ian lesson contained in that episode of “all coming down on the 
same raft,” 

Sec. of State.—It is a characteristic of Western men to deal much 
with parables. From border warfare with the red denizens of the 
plains, perhaps, they learn that a parabolic curve is safer than a bee- 
line. 

President.—Do you mean by that observation to insinuate that the 
line taken by me during my magisterial career has not been of the 
bee-cirectness, sir? 

Sec. of State.—Quite the reverse, Mr, LtxcoLy. Both in rectitude 
of purpose and adaptability for business I should class you much 
higher, sir, than any bee—not excepting the J. B. to whom you have 
80 happily succeeded, i 

President.—I am satisfied with your explanation, sir; let us join 
the ladies. 


A csp ceiacerne 
A Question for the Faculty. 


Is not the malady known as mania a poti a direct result of hydro- 
phobia? 
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FELLOW FEELING. 


Excited Foreigner.—‘‘ Wuat po I THINK OF THIS HERE COUNTRY ? 
THINK OF ANY COUNTRY AS STICKS A TAX ON ’ARMLESS HANIMALS LIKE THESE ERE DORGS ?” 


Wuat covutp | 


Manufactured Tobacco. 

WE hear from New-Orleans of the discov- 
ery, near the terminus of the Pontchartrain 
Railroad, of an engine described as a “sub- 
marine ram of cigar shape, made of iron, hol- 
lowed so that a number of men can inclose 
themselves in it.” 

Should it ever fall to our lot to pick up a 
cigar of the quality described, with a number 
of Secessionist skulkers inclosed within it, we 
rather think that we would treat them as the 
French General did the Arabs at Algiers— 
Smoke them out. 

== 
By a Pennsylvanian Land-owner. 

Way is Kerosene so very unreliable? 

Because it is the Huile of Fortuse! 

ee 
Opinion of a Speculator. 

“I suspect that Petroleum is explosive, 
after all: at least, I've known a good many 
capitalists Burst Up by it!” 

=_> 
Revenons a nos Beliers! 

“ AFTER all, the ancients were smarter at 
warfare than we. The defeuses of old Jericho 
fell before the blast of a ram’s horn, while we 
have to use a whole flock of Rams to take 
Memphis with !”—[ Opinion of an Eminent 
Person. 





ALL PARTIES SATISFIED, EH? 


THE police reports of the dailies, on Friday last, treat us to a dainty 
little episode of life in a New-York hoiel—in fact in the New-York 
Hotel, to be very exact. There was nothing very unusual in the cir- 
cumstances of the case, as reported. First, an altercation between 
two “respectable gentlemen,” one of whom, like many a man in diffi- 
culties, had recourse to the bottle—that is, he hit his antagonist a 
slashing cut over the head with a bottle, a compliment which the in- 
jured person returned by discharging a revolver four times at his as- 
sailant. Well, all this little bit of melodrama has been acted over and 
over again, so often, at most of our hotels, that it has long since 
ceased to be amusing—it doesn’t “draw” as it used, in fact. But 
there is something remarkable connected with the examination of the 
case at Jefferson Market Police Court, which, unless the reposters are 
at fault, appears to us to be worthy of notice. When the “respecta- 
ble gentlemen” between whom the difficulty occurred, were brought 
up before Justice QUACKENBUSH at the Police Court—one of them 
bleeding from a bottle on the head, the other from a bullett in the 
arm—that amiable magistrate “discharged them upon the promise, 
each to the other, that no complaint should be made in the courts.” 

The priucipal objection maintained by us against Justice QUACKEN- 
BUSH’S action in this little affair is, that we occasionally ‘‘ take our 
ease” fur a few transient moments of délassement in the New-York 
Hotel, or any other hotel. To one of our mild disposition it is repug- 
nant td understand that the space within the four wails of an apart- 
ment occupied by us is likely to be disturbed from its repose, at any 
moment, by flakes of shattered quart-bottles and errant life-pills from 
deadly, rotating pistolets. Even a pint-bottle flying through the air 
in a point-blank direction for one’s head, is apt to dislocate one’s tran- 
quillity, if not to stun, and perhaps maim one for life. It is to such 
stunning effects that we object. Another objection of ours is to the 
placid, if not encouraging, manner in which these effects are consid- 
ered by Justice QUACKENBUSH. We have not seen it stated, up to 
the hour at which we pen these lines, that any comment was made 
by that worshi; ful Magistrate upon the trivial circumstance of indis- 
Ctiminate target-practice in a populous hotel. Suppose the conflicting 
parties to be first-rate shots, one with a bottle, and the other with a 
pistol, so as to kill each other at the first fire, or, at least, plant every 
projectile somewhere upon or in the antagonistic carcase, well and 
g00d—we have no objection to that, but rather the reverse. But, on 
the contrary, and arguing upon more likely grounds, assume that they 
are both loose shots, and that the fire of one puts out my pipe, and 
the bottle of the other gives you a glass eye, then, where are we? 
Justice QUACKENBUSH himself could hardly auswer that question ina 
Satisfactory manner, we rather guess; on which account it might be 
48 Well for him to enable us to waive it, by properly enforcing that 
excellent sanitary law which requires that the atmosphere of popu- 
lous and peaceable thoroughfares must be kept free from stray pistol- 
bullets and broken bottles. 





MEDIATION. 
Uncie SAM TO FatHerR BULL AND THE “ NEPHEW OF HIS UNCLE.” 


Cousins :—I learn, with some surprise, by latest foreign papers, 

You contemplate to cut, ere long, some rather risky capers ; 

In fact, to thrust your noses in the “contest fratricidal,” 

That keeps—and hence your moral qualms—your looms and spindles 
idle. 

Now really, Cousins, I regret that Europe’s bone and muscle 

Must suffer while I’m closing up this almost-finished tussle ; 

I wish, for their sakes, on my soul, to prop your systems roiten 

That I could buy your surplus silks, supply the needed cotton. 

Before the war you leaned on me, and soon, the struggle ended, 

Tl help your pauper crowds to keep from starving, as I then did. 

I know, JouN BULL, your lion’s roar is Bottom’s voice, the weaver’s, 

And that the crow of Gallia’s cock is simply NAp’s, the reiver’s; 

I understand the Moniteur, so terse, so philosophic, 

I see right through the Zimes’ tirades, so very philanthropic; 

I estimate at its true worth your statesmanship, one-sided— 

You fear the Union, and you hope to see its strength divided. 

Cousins, hands off! I tolerate no outside interference, 

Monarchs may be—-where monarchs rul/e—considered God's vicege- 
rents, 

But mine is a self-governed land—it brooks no crowned intendant, 

And the good sword that made it free shall keep it independent. 

You taik of mediation now--would “speak a word in season; ” 

You, who with “neutral” on your lips have fanned the flame of trea- 
£0n. 

Your journals hint that Europe’s arms must end by force the “ quar- 
rel: ” 

If that’s your game, why draw your blades—-we’ll see who'll win the 
laurel. 

Meantime in Mexico, friend Nap, your braves, your Cawur-de-lions, 

Are all “ skedaddling ” toward the coast, pursued by patriot peons. 

And should you venture on my soil a hostile demonstration, 

Til try in Mexico’s behalf your style of mediation. 

Hands off, sweet Cousins! petty states may tolerate the antic, 

But keep your armed coercion schemes for t’other side the Atlantic. 

Don’t try to setile my affairs that way, or sure I am 

There’ll be an everlasting row ’twixt you and 

UncLe Sam. 
> 
* Give ’im ’is ’Ed.” 

JENKS thinks there is no cause for alarm at the recent Rebel offer 
of ten thousand dollars for General BurLer’s “ cocoanut,” the late 
management of affairs at New-Orleans having shown covclusively 
that it is not in the power of Rebeldom to get a-head of Butler, at 
any price. 




















JUSTICE BLINKED. 
THE INTERESTING PERFORMANCE OF 





HANGING JerF Davis IS INTERRUPTED BY AUNT 
Lavra’s ARRIVAL IN TIME TO RESCUE THE VICTIM, WHOSE REAL NAME Is Fino. 











Going Under. 


JEFF DAVIS promises his soldiers, somewhat 
hypothetically, that each one shall be allowed 
to enter a quarter-section of land at the close 
of the War. We can promise many of them, 
including JEFF himself, that they will, about 
that time, enter a section of land, say six 
feet by two! 


eS re 
The Same, but More So. 


At the time of the last presidential elec. 
tion, the Southerners thought our Great Gun, 
LINCOLN, would probably hang fire. Now, 
they begin to have vivacious fears that he will 
only Hang Fire-Katers. 

——__—— elena 
L’Enfant Terrible. 


“Pa,” lisped little Joun Henry, “ why 
was Mrs. YELVERTON’S affair with her pre- 
tended husband like the Rebel Army ?” 

“‘T know not, my che-ild,” rejoined the par- 
ent. 

“’Cause, it was a Foe,-Pa!” said Jonn 
HEnry.' 

Sa ee 


Sentiment, by a Man of Taste, 
“THESE high-roofed bonnets are Seldom 
Becoming: would they were Becoming Sel- 
| dom!” 
| radia aed s 
Naturally. Enough. 
} Ir is said that a good deal of oil-land has 
been purchased in Pennsylvania by a party 
| Of speculative ladies. We presume that each 
| is anxious to Hold her Own Well. 
sonnei oe 
| Parallels of Defense. 
THoopep Skirts. 








OUR VOTE OF THANKS. 
To SuRGEON-GENERAL HAMMOND—GREETING : 

Your letter of 19th June, to Assistant-Surgeon J. LeTTzRMAN, not 
only does honor to your heart, but also an infinite deal of credit to 
your head. 

It is so refreshing to find a man who is so thoroughly up to his 
work as the chief of an important department, one who does not 
mean to tolerate imbecility, or incapacity, when the lives of our brave 
soldiers are trembling in the balance, that we feel it to be our duty 
thus publicly, in the name,of our sick and wounded brethren, to thank 
you, not for doing your duty, but because you are doing it so well. 

We ask no return from you for this willing acknowledgment to the 
energy, capability, and patriotism which you have so speedily made 
felt throughout your department, except this slight favor, that you 
will forward to us by mail, on receipt of this, a piece of the very wide 
tape, left by your predecessor, which you have thus so summarily 
severed. ‘ii 


Receive the assurances of our distinguished consideration, 
Vanity fair. 


Secniered eer hit 
Our “ Four-Year-Old” again. 


THEY were playing conundrums. Our F. Y. O. was an outsider. 
The mystery of the metempsychosis of the dropped pins into terra- 
pins had just been recorded, when a small party, in a bread-and-but- 
tery state of mind, vaguely wondered “where the terrapins went to.” 

“T know!” cried our F. Y. O., with the accents of conviction. 
‘“* And where do they go to, my dear?” asked the proud father, anx- 
iously. ‘‘ Why, papa, they go to pot,” replied the phenomenon, with- 
out a smile. 





OUR MATERIAL] FOR SOLDIERS. 


THERE is hardly a class of the community that has not furnished its 
quota to the Army at present engaged in fighting the battles of the 
Union. Clergymen, lawyers, gamblers, doctors, patients, brokers, 
breakers, burglars, mechanics, and more others than occur to us, are 
shouldering arms, arming shoulders, and pressing onward to Rich- 
mond in a manner entitled to the highest praise. We thought, in- 
deed, that there was no distinct class of the people unrepresented iu the 
Federal Army. This morning, however, as we were startled from 
placid dreams by the Ojibbeway yell of the milkman, it occurred to 
us that among all the variety of brigades, regiments, companies, and 
corps with which our streets have glowed and bristled for the last 
year or so, we have never yet heard of such an organization as the 
“ Milkmen Zouaves,” or the “ Cow-horn Rangers,” or any other bear- 
ing in its designation a significance of the half-pastoral race of nomads 
who make the welkin as well as the door-bell ring every morning 
about dawn. 


It seems to us to be about time, now, that something should be 
done to fire the heart of the festive milkman, and send him off to the 
war. If Atsert PrKe struck terror to the hearts of the poor Union 
men trembling in the settlements of Arkansas, with the wild war- 
whoops of his painted red-skins, why should not the North make use 
of its own peculiar savages as material of war? “We know of more 
than one milkman in this city of New-York, whose sharp matutinal 
yell would remove the scalp off the Albino black man at the Mu- 
séum, if properly directed. In fact, he whocould organize these 
fine but stridulous fellows into a brigade or regiment, would confer 
a benefit upon late sleepers, and render himself an object for the 
blessings of all. If we might be allowed to suggest a title, we 
think the “ Lacteal Lancers” would be about the thing for the milk- 
man’s corps. Their tin cans might easily be converted into helmets. 
Instead of the usual number of stars, they might have the Milky 
Way emblazoned upon their colors, and an appropriate motto for 
them might be found in the words, “Our Yell is ——” : well, we will 
allow our gentle readers to supply the word according to their 
respective tastes. Parson BRowNLOW would not hesitate a moment 
in giving currency to it. 
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SAVANNAH. sd 


THE WOMAN OF 


HE following 
choice flower of fe- 
minine sentiment 
was gathered froma 
Southern parterre : 


“ To the Editor of 
the Savannah Repub- 
lican : —Seeing your 
spirited notice in this 
morning's psper of the 
offer of a noble Missis- 
» sippian to give a re- 
» ward of $10,000 for the 
infamous BUTLER’S 
head, can you not sug- 
gest through your val- 
uable journal the pro- 
priety of every woman 
in our Confederacy 
contribu'ing her mite 
to triple the sum, for a 
consummation dear to 
the insulted honor of 
our countrywomen, one 
and all? Respectfally, 

A Savannan WomaAN. 
* Sav ANNAH, June 
10th, 1862.” 





Now, you dear Woman of ennai unless you were a very 
naughty little person indeed, and in fact’ one of those brazen-faced 
syrens at whom General BUTLER levelled his terrible No. 28, you 
never could have been so aggravated in mind Bs 2 that manifesto as 
you evidently are, judging fiom your virulent, nay virile, disposition 
with regard to it. Were you, dear Woman of § poston a female of 
other than prurient mind, would it have oceurred to you to suppose 
that you could by any possibility be a sufferer by redoubtable Order 
No. 28? Don’t you see, equivocal Woman of Savannah, that the ne- 
cessary ordinance in question was framed, not for the modest, retir- 
ing, virtuous, and charming Southern Jady, but for the indezent, re- 
pellant, scurrilous, and profligate female of New-Orleans? Here in 
New-York, as in all large cities, there are a great many females of 
that exact description. They walk flauntingly through our streets 0’ 
nights, and if it so happens that one of them so far unsexes herself as 
to hit an elderly gentleman a wipe across the spectacles, she is imme- 
diately handed over to a strong man in blue, who lodges her in the 
station-house; which is about the same kind of business as that of 
General BUTLER and his calaboose. 

Keep your temper, then, calaboozy Woman of Savannah, and re- 
serve your proposed ‘‘ mite,” which, in spite of your teeth and claws 
we decline to consider as “right.” 


<e 


OUR WAR CORRESPONDENCE. 








LETTER FROM MCARONE. 


DEAR VANITY: The amethystine splendors of a dying sunset 
flashed their pale glories along the valley of the Pamunkey last night, 
at twenty-five minutes past five o’clock P.M. 

On speary grass and starry bloom lay myriad tiny diamond globes 
of dew, glittering in the regal rays of the almost defunct day-god, 
while from the eastera horizon uprose the murky veil of night, gath- 
ering a purple gloom about her, and trailing her sable robes along the 
sterile stretches of the sacred soil. 

: Few writers could have excelled that last paragraph. 
an excellent education. 

Through the vague gleams and shadows of declining day, where 


I have 


snowy camps and lurid fires denoted the presence of a mighty host of 


militia-‘men, there might have been seen a tall and noble stranger, 
closely muffled in a military cloak and wearivg a Scotch cap. 

He was six feet four. His hands were large. His face, an honest 
dial of a manly sou!, was wrinkled. His beard was of scarcely more 
than a year’s growth. His steps, which were very wide apart, tend- 
ed peacefully toward my headquarters. . . 

I sate in my study, luxuriously attired in crimson corduroy draw- 
ers and flowered calico socks. An orange-colored dressiug-gown 
with silver sprigs, and a green velvet cap, with diamonds, completed 
my toilette de nuit. I always sleep in this garb. 

Upon my table of massive ivory inlaid with pearl, stood delicate 
flagons and goblets, glorious with the glitteriog glamour of Bohemian 
glass and jeweled incrustations. These contained the rare and fla- 
grant apple-jack of New-Jersey, judiciously tempered with bitters. 

I drink a great deal of this. It costs me two dollars a gallon, 
and a dollar a bottle for bitters. But I get the apple-jack on tick. 
All at once a knock was heard at the door. 

“Come in!” rang out the silvery flute-tones of my really fine voice. 


| 
| 


The portal swung upon melodious hinge, and the 
tered. 

* Who art thou?” I asked. 

‘“* Knowest thou me not?” asked the stranger. 

“ Not any.” 

“ "Tis well.” 

“For what comest thou? 

“T come,” said the stranger, seating himself upon an or-molu nail- 
keg, and taking a chew of tobacco, ‘I come to see abont the White 
House and General McCLELLAN. One gentleman in Congress says 
that he has lived in the house; that it is big enough for 2000 sol- 
diers; that it is already furnished as a complete ho-pital ; that Wasu- 
INGTON said he hoped it might be used as one, if the folks ever got a 
chance, and that McCLELLAN guards it closely against Union men 
but permits Jer:F Davis and his friends to give suppers and parties 
there every night. Very good. Another gentleman in Congress 
says that he was with McCLELLAN when the house was visited; that 
it has but two rooms, and will hold but five persons; that there is no 
guard around it; that the hospital accommodations are alreaiy am- 
pler than is needed; that it is the on'y house in the country where 
WASHINGTON is really known to have been born; that he lived, loved, 
married, and died there, and was buried in the front yard; that the 
wounded soldiers refuse to be taken there, and always die of grief at 
the desecration within twenty-four hours. Very good. A third gon- 
tleman in Congress says that the houss was built a year ago last fall, 
by a man who used to work for his father; that it has been used as 
a hospital by McCLELLAN'’s order, ever the battle of Bull Run; 
that WASHINGTON never saw the house, never heard of the house 
and, in fact, frequently expres:ed a desire that no such house should 
be built ; that no such house was built; that it isn’t fit fur a hospital, 
and that the other two gentlemen lie like blazes. Very good. I con- 
cluded, then, to come and see for myself. The Tr ibune—a very stu- 
pi d paper since Gay took Dana’s place on it—has seized the oppor- 
tunity, and blackguards Gzores B. like a And that,” 
said the stranger, smiling, ‘that reminds me of a | story—” 

I recognized him at once. ‘ 

“Haven't you mauled rails out in Kentucky?” I 

‘*T hayve.” 

“ Haven’t I played bluff with you on board tie keel 
Skunkahominy, on the Mississippi, in the hal 

“You hayve.” 


tall stranger en- 





sincs 






fishwoman. 


ittle 


asked. 


yon days of bovhood ?” 





I pressed my enthusiastic lips to his thewy hand. 

“My President at murmured. 

“ Arise, good Duke de McArons,” said ABRAHA landly ; “’tis 
not for thee to kneel. I pri’thee, genuflex no more.” 

We quaffed long and late. Next morn, we visited the Lez House. 
I; is a souvenir of WASHINGTON. It is not fit for a hosoital. Mc- 
CLELLAN is right, as usual. LINCOLN, as usual, has the good sense to 
recognize that truth, and I am, as usual, Yours, McARONE. 
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THE FOURTH. 





Day to all despots full of dire prognostics, 

Day of torpedoes, gunpow: and j \s-sticks; 
Day that saw signed the immortal “ Declaration :’ 
Day of stunned ears, _ bruises, perspiratio! 
Day that shines forth the beacon light of ages; 


Day of spread-eagle orators rampageous. 

















Day when we smote the Lion on his grim moutl 
Day when the Yankees blarney about Plymout! 
Day of which time can never, never weary us; 
Day when, Malay-like, we’re with bang delirion 
Day when the air’s ablaze with starry banners; 
Day when boys lose their eye-lashes aud manners 
Day with an atmosphere you can’t get cool in; 
Day when ’tis aafest to be clothed in woollen. 

Day Sunday-scholars go on sweltering picnics 

Day Pyromaniacs gloat o’er pyrotechnics 

Day when our Eagle on his proudest perch is; 
Day that an “ Ember Day” in Freedom's church is 
Day country-folks the city love to gad in; 

Day when no magic spell could hold a lad in. 

Day for ice-creams, cool cobblers, mint-elixirs ; 
Day of six-pounders fired by Seve sixers 

Day most abhorred by every Britis ry; 

Day on which Sam's a SAMSON in his glory. 

Day when the drama necds no nbug clagueur 
Day when no boy’s “the cheese” if minus crackers 
Day sacred to Hope, Memory, Faith, and R 

Day when God's darkest frowa is bent on Treason 
Day when all Freedom’s foes must stand irom unde 
Day we will always celebrate—by THUNDER 


-boat Belle of 
















































































































































IN THE CENTRAL PARK. 





AN AWISTOCWACY UNLESS IT HAS ITs WotreN Wow ?” 
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English Swell.— Aw, 17 1s A GooD ENOUGH PARK FOR WEPUBLICANS; BUT WHAT'S A Park TO 
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[July 5, 1862. 


Lucid from Arkansas. 


A RECENT dispatch from White River an- 
nounces that ‘‘the rebel gunboat Arkansas 
lately run down from Memphis, in an unfin- 
ished state, which is expected to offer us bat- 
tle.” 

We have studied the above paragraph care- 
fully, but have been unable to discover whe- 
ther it is Memphis “ which” is in an “ unfin- 
ished State,” (and if it is, by the by, we think 
ANDREW JOHNSON will finish it pretty soon !) 
or whether it isan unfinished State which “ig 
expected to offer us battle,” and if so, “which 
unfinished State” it is. 

One discovery, however, we have made, 
“which” is, that one “ unfinished state” seems 
very clearly defined in the dispatch, namely 
the “unfinished state” of the correspondent’s 
grammatical education. 
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Question for Poulterers. 


WE have lately seen notices of a new novel, 
entitled, “Abel Drake’s Wife.” Out of this 
quaint title arise the two following ques- 
tions : 

Firstly—Who and what was Abel Drake’s 
Wife ? 

Secondly—lIsn’t she a Duck ? 

No Hen-pecked husbands need trouble us 
with solutions of these questions. 


ee a 


A Note from our Bagpipe. 

Wenz there only a half a dozen such regi- 
ments on service in South-Carolina as the 
N. Y. Seventy-ninth Highlanders, wouldn’t 
the Rattlesnake of that rebellious region soon 
be Scotched ! 

Se 
Appropriate for Heavy Swells. 
CALF-SKIN Gloves. 














ON THE CARDS. 

WE have consulted all the independent clairvoyants, bona jide as- 
trologists, astonishing prophetesses and astounding diviners, whose 
invitations are issued through the whitchcrafty columns of the Herald, 
for the purpose of arriving at some solution of the mysterious pur- 
pose with which the President, just before his departure from West- 
Point, presented a pack of playing-cards to General Scorr. 

The celebrated Madame Bruiser, to whom we first repaired, hav- 
ing raised her rather too familiar spirits with a good-sized pony—of 
brandy —took a greasy pack of cartes de visite, professing to be like- 
nesses of Mr. Linconn, General Scorr, the Members of the Cabinet, 
the Devil, Dr. Fausrus, Jerr. Davis, and several other prominent 
persons of ancient as well as modern times. Having played this pack 
for some minutes against one of ordinary cards, she told us that the 
Knave had no chance against the Devil, which meant that FLoyp 
would soon be in the clutches of the latter. In one of the deals Gen- 
eral Scorr fell plump upon Jerr. Davis, the argument deduced by 
Madame Bruiser from which was, that Rebellion is pretty well flat- 
tened out. This, according to Madame Bruiser, fully accounted for 
the circumstance of the Fourth of July falling upon a Friday this 
year, as well as for the presentation of a “deck” of cards by the 
President to General Scorr. 

On visiting Madame Tomorrow, who, as her name indicates, be- 
longs to the future and despises antecedents, we found that charming 
Seventh Daughter “fixing up” her Magic Image for the day. In 
| other words, she was beating over the head, with a broom-handle, 
the mulatto girl who personates the Image, in order to render her 
| sufficiently comatose and stolid for the proper representation of the 
| character. Immediately upon seeing us, Madame Tomorrow, with- 
| 

































































































































































out any interruption to her pleasing performance, said that she knew 
what we came about, and that it was on the cards. She then sang 
“The Pope he leads a happy life,” and having assured us that “the 
BANKS wasn’t busted yet,” she besought us ,with tears in her eyes, to 
fork out an additional half-dollar toward paying for some drinks which 
she discerned looming in the future. This we did, and went away 
full of satisfaction at having seen ToMORROW a day beforehand, and 
learned why it was that the President presented a pack of cards to 
General Scorr. 

































































From all the other talented and reliable sybils to whom we applied, 
we received the most lucid and satisfactory solutions of the problem 
proposed by us. But one instance, in particular, deserves to be spe- 
cially recorded. During our interview with Mademoiselle WipGEoN— 
who looks like anything but a little duck, by the by—we were 80 
muck struck with her immense proficiency at seeing objects through 
the seventh square of a hooped-skirt, that we incontinently shouted 
“ Eureka! Eureka!” upon which the lady turned to us with a wrapt 
horse-laugh, and, poking us in the ribs with a spare bed-post, made 
use of these remarkable words: “ You're on it now, Old Beeswax ; 
it was for a fist at Euchre that Ane LinKIN gev old Scorry that ere 
blessed pack of cards! ” 


w-niceniiae shinee anata 
POOR PILLICODDY. 


Ir appears that the French Consul at New-Orleans lately main- 
tained a military establishment “on his own hook.” At least we are 
told that, previous to General BuTier’s arrival in that city, there was 
such a thing as a “ French Consulate Guard” there, a prominent offi- 
cer of which was one Lieutenant Pinticuoppr. The orders to this 
body-guard were issued in English and a sort of hybrid French— 
which is what might be expected from a New-Orleans French Consvu- 
late corps of Bashi-Bazouks, or sbirri. From the fine French flavor 
that evidently pervaded the organization in question, we infer that the 
Lieutenant referred to pronounces his name Pitiisnoppy. This 1s 
cheerful. It is assuring; and we accept the circumstance with grati- 
tude, as evidence that Shoddy is not a-distinguishing feature of the 
Federal army, after all. There is also another little association con- 
nected with the suggestive, if not aristocratic patronymic of PILLI- 
ouoppl. The only instance we can recall of the name, or at least of 
the English version of it, previous to the revelation of the ‘‘ Consulate 
Guard,” is in connection with a popular English farce, in which a weak- 
minded muff known as “ Poor Pillicoddy” gets into sundry absurd situ- 
ations for the diversion of the ‘‘house.” Here we have a coincidence 
—the farce of Secession nearly played out, with a “‘ Poor Pillicoddy 
as one of the dramatis persone. 
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VANITY FAIR. 





ON COLOR. 

Ir was a pleasant old 
superstition of fossilat- 
ed savants that there 
were geven primitive 
colors. We know bet- 
ter now, and can afford 
to laugh, good-natured- 
ly, at the odd delusions 
of the poor old fellows 
who have gone before 
us. There are but two 
primitive colors—W hite 
avd Black. The inter- 
mediate sbades pro- 
duced by a combina- 
tion of these are: Sam- 
bo mulatto, bright mu- 
latto, ginger - bread, 
“ yaller,” and whitey- 
brown. Great diversi- 
iy of opinion exists 
with regard to what 
artists term the “val- 
ue” of these colors, re- 
spectively. Many wise 
nen of this country, 
who profess to be im- 
mense upon color, give 

the preference to the Black, which they aver is a Faster Color in the 
Wool than White. Sold by the foot, Black fetches, for the most part, 
a much higher figure than White—a six-foot lump of the former often 
bringing as much as $1500 or even $2000. White, on the contrary, 
is often characterized as “ poor trash” by the very savants whose pro- 
per and natural tint it is. In this city, and indeed in all districts 
North of a certain boundary line, White, only, is exposed for sale; 
and as the market is generally glutted with it, the article is quoted at 
a very low value. 

The various and interesting gradations produced by the amalgama- 
tion of Black and White, may be seen daily at many free exhibitions 
of works of Color in this city. There is a fine gallery of such speci- 
mens in West-Broadway, for example. None of them are after the 
Old Master, however, from whom, nevertheless, many of them have 
been abstracted, although such an assertion may seem rather incon- 
sistent to readers who have not abandoned themselves to the pleas- 
ures of metaphysics. It was a common remark among the Old Mas- 
tera that “ Biack runs.” It does worse than that—it skedaddles: in 
spite of which, however, the Senior Editor of the Tribune preters it to 
any other color for putting in the heavy touches to his genre pieces of 
Elysian life and character. As a color, there is no doubt that Black 
has been very much used in modern days for producing superticial 
effects. Such artists as WENDELL PaILurps, SumMNER, and others of 
that school, lay it on too thick, by far. 


THE SONG OF THE LONDON TIMES. 


THESE Yankees! Was ever so stupid a nation, 

For spendiag their cash without once asking us ?— 
Going straight to destruction, and eke desolation, 

In spite of our wisdom, which they treat as fuss. 
We have warned and abjured them, and also advised ‘em ; 
Or breakers ahead we have loud'y apprised ‘em ; 
For their folly in long, leading columns chastised ’em, 

For which, it would seem, that they don’t care a cias! 


Why will you be deaf, O dear child transatlantic ? 

Why will you keep fighting, ia spite of our wishes ? 
Your madness is stark, and your folly is frantic, 

And dished you will b2—the completest of dishes ! 
Stop drawing in this reckless manner the triggers! 
Stop jawing anent a mere parcel of niggers ! 

Turn your armies forthwith into ploughers and diggers, 

And send us your produce without pobs or pishes | 


And if you won't hear us, we gentlemen-scholars, 
You wicked old sinners too good to be taught ! 
You'll soon be in debt many billions of dollars, 
And go to the deucs, as you certainly ought. 
Take example from us, for we don’t owe a penny—- 
From us, who of paupers just now haven't many— 
From us, who of troubles have never had any— 
From Britons who never with Britons have foug|it. 


Hear us, and suspend th’s belligerent bustle ! 
Hear us—hear The Times !—are you listening now ? 


We're The Times, that sent over the great Wm11am RvussELL— 
The Times, to which monarchs and ministries bow! 

Things have certainly come to the queerest of passes, 

If we lions can’t govern you wretched jackasses, 

If you can oppose your poor, ignorant masses— 
Your vile rub-a-dub to our wise rowdy-dow. 


Knaves! villains! thieves! rascals! your fighting give over! 
We're The Times, and we say it, and mean it also; 
Accept our advice, and you'll all live in clover! 
Reject it, and straight way to Tophet you go! 
Your debt, which you happily now count by millions, 
In sixty days hence will be swelled into billions; 
In sixty months hence will be reckoned by trillions— 
You beggars, without fifty dollars to show! 


You'll be vagrant, and houseless, and most of you starving; 
You'll have cholera, fever, and riots and crimes; 

While England and France your possessions are balving, 
You'll how! like hyenas, and wail for your dimes! 

When New-York is one ruin, and New-Orleans boatless ; 

When all your first citizens wander round coatless, 


You'll wish that each other’s cracked crowns you had smote less, 


You'll wish that you'd listened, you scamps, to The Times. 
ae 
MUSINGS OF THE SOUTHERN EAGLE. 
Wuert is the bird, whate’er his name or station— 
Unnoted, or the idol of a nation, 
Domestic fowl, or tenant of the sky— 
That feels so wretched, poor, and mean, as I? 


Once my bright presence, and my noble air, 
Were dwelt upon with rapture, everywhere ; 
Men caught the inspiration of my glance, 
And longed to do the deeds of old romance. 


Where are the proud results they deemed would flow 
From such a spirited initial show ? 

Alas! what failures may not one presage 

Whose spirits droop through premature old age ! 


Behold the Genius of our honored State 
Sunk, by degrees, to this ignoble fate ; 
Lean, starved, ill, feeble, tottering, forlorn— 
To friends a burden, and to foes a scorn! 


What Fate malignant fixed my ill-starred birth, 
Then clipped my wings, and chained me to the earth, 
Lest, all resplendent, I should one day rise, 

And trail my youthful glories through the skies? 


At Donelson, at Shiloh, New-Orleans, 
At Corinth, Memphis, and in other scenes, 
I lost fine feathers from my dwiudling tail, 
And moulted glories on'a fearful scale. 


Oh! deep humiliation! worse to bear 

Than hunger. thirst, or scorched and sulphurous air! 
These have I met, nor given up the ship— 

Though half-disabled with the deadly pip! 


For every part of me is true proud-flesh— 
Kise I were not the Genius of Secesh! 

Oh! could I fly from shame, and this despair, 
And not make such a scarecrow in the air! 
Why does that Northern Eagle flap his wings 
Aloft where e’en the hurricane but sing 

A lullaby, and shine where every star 

Is sunk in dull obscurity afar? 


How dare I cope with him—poor, wretched me, 
Chained to the blood-stained earth—no longer free, 
No longer bright and glorious, and fit 

To dwell where clouds in gulden twilight fli! 


Wretched imposture! I was never suct 
As men pretended; flattered overmuclhi, 
I never had a right to face the sun, 
Like that more kingly and eternal o1 


Had this been so, O kind and pitying world 
Naught had such grandeur from its station hurled! 
My fate is just, with all its wretchedness : 

T soon must die, and, dying, may coniess 
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A SKETCH ON THE SOUND. 
Bella.—* O vax Sea! Tae Sea! isn’? 17 CHARMING ?” 


Harriet.—“ Yes, LOVE, ONLY FOR THESE HORRID SwELts !” 
(Which was bad for the “ horrid Swells !”) 

















| Something Queer. 


THE most fashionable color for ladies’ hats 
is now called the Cuir. Vanity Farr would 
|ask, in a friendly way, if such of the fair sex 
as are found with the “ Queer” on their per- 
sons, are not liable to arrest on suspicion of 
passing bogus money? Some ladies may de- 
ny that there is anything queer about them, 
and retort that we are the Querist. In this 
instance, perhaps, we are. Let the hat pass, 





Erratum. 
In a late number of the Richmond Dis. 


patch, an article eulogistic of the Rebel sol- 
diers contains the following sentence : 





“ Our men are burning to distinguish themselves.” 


This involves a material error. The writer 
- |evidently had his mind set upon the destruc- 
|tion of cotton and tobacco, and meant to have 
written— 

| 


‘ Our men are burning to extinguish themselves,” 
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No Choke. 


OnE of the celebrated “ ladies” of the Cre- 
scent City is reported to have said that she 
intends to “drug and choke all Yankee sol- 
diers who throw themselves upon “er hospi- 
tality.” 

All we have to say with reference to the 
above speech is, that it did not come from a 
“ cullered pusson,” and that White-Chokers 
are out of fashion. 
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The Army Medical Department. 


Ir Straws show which way the wind blows, 
so also of HAYES. 

We allude to the surgeon of that name 
who has just been dismissed from the service 
by Secretary STANTON, for neglecting wound- 
ed soldiers intrusted to his charge. 








PUBLISHED BY AUTHORITY: 


WANTED. 
5.000,000,00 


POUNDS OF ROSE LEAVES, to make 
nice beds for wounded and sick Confederate 
soldiers, left to our mercy and kindness by the O, 8. A. 
Apply immediately to 


E. M. STANTON, 
Secretary of War. 

N. B.—Members of Congress are respectfully informed that no offers, to which 
they are a party, can be accepted, it being prohibited by acts of Congress. 

The above advertisement has been sent to us for publication, in 
consequence of the following, which appeared in a late number of the 
Charleston Mercury : 

* Glad to get rid of the unwelcome task of caring for maimed vandals, our men 
suffered the enemy’s ambulances to approach within point-blank range of their 
| ane to carry off the wounded, who must have numbered three hundred at 
east. 

As we are providing liberally for the destitute rebels in Memphis, 
New-Orleans, and elsewhere, by supplying them with food, and as 
our surgeons and philanthropists also make no distinction in the care 
and attention which they pay to the sick and wounded of both sides, 
on the field and in the hospitals, it certainly was a great oversight on 
the part of the Government that they had neglected to provide rose- 
leaf mattresses for the rebels, and we are now glad to find it has been 
brought to a realizing sense of its dereliction from the path of duty, 
by this delicate reminder of the Merewry—a parting shot from that es- 


timable journal previous to its skedaddling from Charleston. 
—$— 


A Journal a-la-Mode. 


“ HAVE you a newspaper, Mr. X.?” asked the Landlady. “I want 
to cut a sleeve-pattern.” 
“Here, Madam, is a Tribune,” replied the Little Joker. “Allow 


me to advise you always to use the Tribune for sleeve-patterns.” 

“ And why ?” 

“ Because,” said X., “it is the paper of all others for Puffs and 
Biases !” 





The Bivalvular Telegraph. 

Some years ago, a brief sensation was created by the announcement 
that a certain savant had discovered a sympathetic quality in the snail, 
by the proper application of which communication could be kept up 
between snail-owners residing at indefinite distances from each other. 

It is not generally known, perhaps, that a similar property is pos- 
sessed by the oyster; and yet, such is the fact. We have just been 
favored with the following copy of a telegram addressed, one of these 
hot days, by an oyster in a city saloon toa relation of his whois 
staying at Shrewsbury for the summer: 

“Things are pretty quiet to-day. There is not as much Shelling as usual.” 

_ 
Leaves that are Least Becoming to a Warrior’s Brow. 


LEAVES of absence. 


—__ 
OUR BOOK REVIEW. 


John Doe and Richard Roe: By Epwarp 8. GOULD. 
CARLETON, 413 Broadway. 

A story of New-York life, already familiar to many readers through 
the columns of the Home Journal. The principal objection to this 
book is its title, which smacks too much of the musty folios of a law- 
yer’a office—especially in these sultry days when nothing musty ex- 
cept the ale of that sort is likely to go down well, if we must say ?t. 


Hans of Iceland ; or, the Demon of the North: By Victor Hveo. 
New-York: JoHN BRaDBuRN, (Successor to M. Doouapy,) 49 
Walker street. 

Since the publication of “Les Miserables,” Hugo stock seems to 
have gone up in the literary market. The book under notice, “ Hans 
of Iceland,” has a fine, Arctic-cold snap about it, as may be gathered 
from just this one word, ‘‘ Oglypiglap,” the name of a Laplander who 
figures in it. The translation appears to be a good one, although 
running occasionally into French idioms, after the manner of transla- 
tions from that language in general. 


New-York : 
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